CHAPTER    TWENTY-THREE
that in the interests of accuracy; we might find some
other metaphor? Children are the most infuriatingly
traditional creatures on earth, as any boy who has
suffered the tortures of an English private school
must be aware. Nor has the average child such a
depressing amount of vitality.
Next comes the artistic, impressionistic school.
The incoherence of their descriptions is usually to
be explained by the fact that they are nearly always
.intoxicated when they come on board. Thus:
' Lights - lights - and still more lights. Blazing they
sweep up and up. How shrill they are, those lights -
how they scream to the stars "we are coming towards you,
coming towards you - soon We will fa there!" I am
leaving the land of light, the splitting, crackling, phos-
phorescent furnace that is America. Am I glad? Am I
sorry? Who knows?9
The steward usually knows. He has a sure remedy
for all splitting, crackling and phosphorescent sensa-
tions.
There follow the business men. One can rattle off
their formula with one's eyes shut:
* America & a great country. Let us make no mistake
afaut that* I should fa misleading British industry if I
were to convey any other impression* Nor is Americas
greatness entirely due to thantt* I state it as myjirm and
considered opinion that America has Something to teath
us. What that Something &9 it wou/d fa difficult to say.
But as long as I hold any influence in the hw*is$ world
of my country - and I think I may fa fardmed/o
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